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Jfello- fy^ie+icSU: 

Here I am broadcasting from station H-O-M-E—yes sir, this here ranch is my- 
own 'home sweet home 1 and I'm stringin' these lines together back in the prairies 
I've been hankerin' for these last few years. 

But it's only for a spell. One of these days I'll be sayin' "goodbye" to the 
bronchos and the wheat fields for I know they'll be ropin' me for another turn on 
the radio. So if I don't see you out here this summer you'll be hearin' me in your 
home one of these fine days. 

Well, folks, this is my fourth book of cowboy songs—some you've never 
heard before—some real old friends you'll recognize. I hope you like all these 
tunes I've tangled together. 

So long and good luck! Your pal, 

Wi'Iff Ga/itesi 
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Call Of The Range-3 











































































































































Returning To My Old Prairie Home 


Victor Bluebird Record B 4993 


Moderato 


WILF CARTER 


F Fm7 Eb G G o 7 0O C7 F F7 Bi) 



Copyright U.S.A., MCMXXXIX by Gordon V. Thompson, Limited, 193 Yonge St., Toronto, Canada 

International Copyright 































































5 




Im hop - ing some day I ll 

Round the old home cor - ral, Where we 
I’ll stroll once a - gain, in the 



’Way back to my old prai - rie home. 

’Way back in those old prai - rie days. 

That winds to my old prai - rie home. 



Returning- To My Old Prairie Home-2 
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Moonlight Prison Blues 

Victor Blue Bird Record B 4980 

WILF CARTER 
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BROKEN-DOWN COWBOY 
By Wilf Carter 

2. My life was so happy, I can hardly explain, 

Where hardships are shared and no one to complain; 
And after the round-up I’d draw all my pay, 

No thought of the future, of some rainy day. 

3. I wish I had followed the straight, narrow trail, 

That leads to green pastures or that hidden vale; 

I’d been in the line-up on that Judgment Day, 

• Now I’m left in the darkness and branded a stray. 

4. I first went to drinkin’, just started for fun; 

It led me to gamblin’ an’ the use of a gun; 

'’Till long years in prison broke spirit and health, 
With someone to guide me I might of had wealth, 

5. Now all you young cowboys take warning today, 

And follow the trail or the straight narrow way; 

Don’t follow my footsteps, and don’t start to roam, 

I’m a broken-down cowboy without any home. 

6. I’m a broken-down cowboy, no job can I fill, 

I dread for to think of that home o’er the hill; 

My range days are over, my whole life is done, 

From drinkin’ an’ gamblin’ that started in fun. 


Broken-down Cowboy-2 
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Stream-lined Yodel Song 


By WILF CARTER 


Briskly 
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Stream-lined Yodel Song-2 




























































































































































2. "When first I hit the city, I wore me high-heeled shoes; 

Them darn sidewalks they seem so queer, they give me feet the blues: 

One day I meets a lady, while passing the time of day, 

She took me out a-shopping, made me throw me old clothes away. 

3. Says she,“You’re in the city, where all the men dress fine; 

You must get this, you must get that’.’- soon i’ll spend me last thin dime. 
One of them long-tailed dinner suits, one of them high top hats, 

A stiff-front shirt, a big bow tie, low heeled shoes and spats. 

4. Then to wind up on the bargain, I bought a gold topped cane, 

A bumber-chute to take along in case it chanced to rain. 

Well of all the funny feelings, I sure was getting blue; 

And every time I took a step felt like I was loosin’ me shoes. 

5. We first went out to dinner, from there to the cabaret, 

Thinks I, Here’s where i’ll feel at home, and I sure was feeling gay. 

These city folks dance funny, soon I began to roast; 

We western folks all like comfort, so I peeled off me long-tailed coat. 

6. Last thing that I remembered, seemed all grabbed me hands and feet, 

They gave me what we call the rail, I lit clean out on the street. 

Im a poor transplanted cowboy, mixed up with your city ways, 

I’m a-goin’ back where I know- the ropes, nothin’ like old prairie days. 


The Transplanted Cowboy- 2 
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2. As I sit here in the moonlight, and gaze high up at the stars, 

I think of my folks away back home and wonder how they are; 
And then I stroll down the valley, among the ancient pines, 

I think of my girl so far away, the one I left behind. 

3. I long to see my mother, she means so much to me, 

Away back in old Wyoming, that’s where I long to be; 

She wrote,“im sad and lonely, my hair is turning grey, 

Come home and see your mother, before she goes away’! 

4. Im leaving in the morning, Im going back to my home, 

Away back in old Wyoming, it’s there I long to roam; 

I long to see my dear mother, and have her lips meet mine, 

Oh! there’s no love like a mother, for a mother’s love is divine. 

5. As I ran up the pathway, I paused before the gate, 

The house was dark and so lonely, then I knew I was too late; 
Ob, boys, if you have a mother, and her hair is turning grey, 
Go home and see her, cowboy, before she goes away. 


I Long For Old Wyoming - 2 
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Prairie Blues 


Victor Bluebird Record B 4985 


By WILF CARTER 
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PRAIRIE BLUES 
By Wilf Carter 

2. Then the saddle we’d put on, with a WHOOP! we were gone, 

While the broncho done his best to unwind; 

Then I’d dig him high in front, and he’d give a squeal and grunt, 
Then he’d try to unload me from behind. 

YODEL 

3. He started twisting like a snake, till I thought my back would break, 
The saddle cinch she had to come in two; 

With a bang I hit the ground, while the stars flew all around, 

And my little broncho bid me fair adieu. 

YODEL 

4. Now those cowboy days are done, catching bronchos on the run, 

No more branding like the deeds we used to do; 

Now we have to lay around in some dog-gone dirty town, 

Can you blame me ’cause I’ve got those Prairie Blues. 

YODEL 


Prairie Blues - 2 
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The Fate Of The Sunset Trail 


Victor Bluebird Record B 4605 


ByWILF CARTER 


Lively 
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THE FATE OF THE SUNSET TRAIL 
By Wilf Carter 


2. I one time met a maiden with eyes of violet blue, 

We learned to love each other as only lovers do-, 

Each night we’d stroll together through the peaceful vale, 
On our way to romance, by the Sunset Trail. 


3. Time rolled swiftly onward, our wedding day was set, 

I was on my way, boys, the wedding ring to get-, 

’Twas then I met the ranch-boss, who said we had to go 
And trail a herd of dogies across from Mexico. 

4. I gently broke the news to my pretty bride to be, 

And as I gazed deep in her eyes she promised faithfully, 

She would wait till I returned, when we both would wed, 

With parting words, “Be true to me,” these are the words she said. 

5. “I’ll be waiting for you, Jack, with the tide of Spring, 

With the snowdrops peeping through, wedding bells will ring; 

I’ll be waiting patiently, 0 promise not to fail, 

I will meet you in the Spring, by the Sunset Trail.” 

6. On the trail from Mexico it was a hard old go, 

Keep that herd a-rollin’ on, through the sleet and snow; 

When we finally reached the ranch I asked about my dear, 

They said she’d wed another man on the grand New Year. 

7. She left a note for me explaining just the reason why, 

The new love that had won her heart had riches more than I; 

He’d promised her a paradise, with all it’s splendor grand, 

“Please, Jack, I ask forgiveness, I chose the other hand.” 

8. Oh! curse your gold and silver, stealing a maiden’s heart, 

It’s broken many a happy dream and torn two lives apart: 

I often sit and ponder and wonder just how true, 

Don’t love a girl with deep blue eyes,she’ll prove untrue to you. 


The Fate Of The Sunset Trail-2 
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A Trailrider’s Heavenly Dream-3 
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A Trailrider’s Heavenly Dream-3 
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Midnight, The Unconquered Outlaw 


Victor Bluebird Record B 4605 

Moderato 


WlLF CARTER 
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The Hobo’s Yodel 


Victor Bluebird Record B 4610 


Lively 


WILF CARTER 
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2. I was sittin’ by a water-tank, a-waitin’ for a train, 

Along came another hobo so I says, “Say! what’s your name?” 

He said, “It’s none of your business,” and I knew I was to blame, 

For one thing about a hobo, he never likes to tell you his name. (To Yodel) 

3. I was feelin’ kind of sleepy, me friends, I thought I’d take a snooze, 

Do you know that dirty hobo, lie stole me socks and me shoes. 

I did’nt wake ’till mornin’, a note was pinned on my coat, 

That hobo caught the midnight train and these are the words he wrote. 

4. “Don’t ever trust a hobo, don’t ever tell him your name; 

Your shoes are plenty big for me but thank you just the same. 

Just do the same as I did, let a hobo take a snooze; 

And when you get a darn good chance, don’t steal, just take his shoes.” (To Yodel) 

(Coda follows with yodel) 


The Hobo’s Yodel-3 
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Goodbye, Little Pal Of My Dreams 


Victor Bluebird Record B 4610 


By WILF CARTER 
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GOODBYE, LITTLE PAL OF MY DREAMS 
By Wilf Carter 

2. The little ranch house ’mid the trees on the hillside, 

’Twas there we first met ’neath the cottonwood tree; 

If years roll back to the first day I met you, 

Little Pal of my Dreams, are you thinking of me? 

3. You say, little pal, your hair is all silver, 

Little Pal of my Dreams, Im longing for you; 

Oh! some day the clouds will turn into sunshine, 

And then, little pal, our skies will be blue. 

4. Do the birds sing as sweet while they rest in the branches? 
Do the cattle still roam on the old prairie grass? 

I’ll never be happy until Im returning 

To the little ranch home and the pal I love best. 

5. Goodbye, little pal, Oh! I know you are lonely, 

Little Pal of my Dreams, Im longing to see, 

And stroll once again in that lingering twilight, 

That little ranch home ’neath the cottonwood tree. 


Goodbye, Little Pal etc.-2 
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Yes, it is your old pal, Wilf Carter, or as they have nick-narned me, 
Montana Slim, back again. It is sure great to have another chat 
with you all. How about it? Fine! 

You know I'vd sure had lots of letters this last year asking for more 
good old Western songs. I'm telling you I feel mighty good over all 
those fine compliments that keep drifting my way. They sorta keep 
me writing and tangling up new numbers. 

You know, the first song I ever wrote, well 1 just figured it was 
my last. But as time rolled by I started writing more and more. So 
here's some of your favorites, such as "Love Knot in My Lariat" which 
you have all swamped me with requests for, and I hope you all enjoy 
playing and singing these songs as much as I did writing them. 

Oh! by-the-way, I guess you're wondering what these pictures are. 
Just a little plot of land I have in Western Canada, about 300 acres— 
not much—but I've always longed for a place called HOME so I de¬ 
cided this was what I've always wanted! 

I've really found out for myself, after all my years of roaming, that 
my heart is always back on the good old orairie. It's on the prairie 
I always belonged. Why not come over and see me some time? 

Gee, it's swell to talk to all my song-lover friends again. Hope 
you have enjoyed the visit. 

Good luck, good health and keep smiling! 

WILF CARTER 































5 COWBOY SONG BOOKS BY 


WHO SIGNS HIS CHECKS AS 


COWBOY OF THE FOOTHILLS 


Wilf is a real honest to goodness grass roots cowboy — with a thrilling 
story of his own cowpuncher, hobo, rancher, a real North American 
story of rags to riches right up to date. He tells the following in Book I. 

. . Ever heard of Guysboro? Well thats where I was foaled down east 
kind of a quiet place as there ain't no railway within the throw of a 
lasso. . . . 


Then I went West . . . they know me at the Calgary Stampede as a chuck 
wagon rider and eardowner at the wild horse race. . . . 


My Yodellin’ seemed to improve — anyways I invented a three-in-one 
yodel — the kind of chorus solo you hear in the Swiss Moonlight 
Lullaby. ..." 

Wilf Carter (or Montana Slim) has 5 great song Books of his own original 
songs — his Victor records are sung the world over — you'll want his 
songs and records. 


BOOK NO. 1 

Contains 14 songs including "My 
Little Gray-Haired Mother in The 
West," "My Swiss Moonlight Lul¬ 
laby," "Take Me Back To Old Mon¬ 
tana,” "Twilight On The Prairie," etc. 


BOOK NO. 2 

Contains "The Rescue From The Moose 
River Gold Mine," "Dreamy Prairie 
Moon,” "My Missoula Valley Moon," 
"My Montana Sweetheart," etc. and 
1 2 others. 


BOOK NO. 4 

Among the 14 songs in this book are 
“Call Of The Range," “Roll Along 
Moonlight Yodel," "Broken-Down 
Cowboy," "Prairie Blues," "Midnight, 
The Unconquered Outlaw," “Good¬ 
bye, Little Pal Of My Dreams," etc. 

BOOK 5 — contains Wilf's recent songs including "It’s So Hard to Start 
Over Again," "Dreaming of My Blue Eyes,” “Don’t Be Mean I Wasn't 
Mean to YOU" and 10 more choice Wilf Carter Songs — you’ll want 
this book. 

Every one of these 5 folios contains different songs, words and music all 
original by Wilf Carter, get one or all from your music dealer today. 
You'll be delighted. 


BOOK NO. 3 

Contains 15 exclusive Wilf Carter 
songs including "By The Silvery 
Moonlight Trail,” "There's A Love 
Knot In My Lariat,” "The Old Barn 
Dance,” "Yodelling Trail Rider," "The 
Hobo's Dream Of Heaven,” "The 
Calgary Round-Up," etc. 
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